Now that the winter with a swollen tide

the stream enlarges and the wild wind clenches
the roaring banks and tosses in his stride

the forests clashing under naked branches,
would that love's wings were frozen to his side,

frozen the darts that in my heart he launches,
and frozen most of all the torch that fried

these veins of mine by hot and painful inches*
As winter of gross air is born, wherein

by the sun's absence light and heat are beggared,

so absence from the face that doth entice
the sun into my soul brings winter in,

and on my fancy thus for ever niggard

settle the everlasting snows and ice*
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